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ON 
| SEVERAL OCCASIONS. | 
By 


G ( Ü 


1 SON of NIunon the Mighty HUNTER, 

| AND LATE 

$ Secretary to | the Chevalier TAYLOR, his Ma- 

* jeſty's Oculiſt, and Ophthalmiater Pontifical, Im 
wy perial and Royal, to all the crowned Heads and 

|. ſovereign Princes in Europe, Noble and Citizen 

1 of Rome. EE 
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Wrote in 1 on k pooling s the North Britons. 
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Printed for the AUTHOR, in the Year 1765. 
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many Gentlemen, who have al- 


if there be any thing in it amuſing 
or entertaining, ſhall be very glad 


ſion; and will laugh as heartily at. 2 
your money, as you do at my | 
works. Several of my pieces may 
need explanation, but I am too 
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Cnxleriax REaDER, 


HE following miſcellany i is 
- publiſhed at the deſire of 


ways been my very good friends: 


I have contributed to your diver- | 


"es. 
q 


A. cunning 


TL 


cunning for that; what is not un- 


derſtood, (like preſpyterian preach- 
ing) will at leaft be admired. 


IA regardleſs of critics: per- 


haps ſome of my lines want a foot: 
but then, if the critic look ſharp 


out, he will find that loſs ſufficiently 


ſupplied in other places, where 
they have a foot too much: and be- 
ſides, men's works generally re- 
ſemble themſelves ; if the poems 
are lame, ſo is the author, 1 
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CLAUDERO, 


on his Arrival at Loxpox, 1766. 


NLAUDERO, welcome to this city! 
4 Tho' miſt, I dare fay, at auld Reeky; 


Where thou did ſt give them mony a tycety 


Baith ſharp and keen: 


But candy'd o'er to make them pretty, 


And pleaſe the een. 
ith: 


The ballad- fingers and the printers, 
_ Muſt ſurely now have ſtarving winters; 


Their .preis ey may break a' in folinters, © 
I'm told they ſwear, 


 Clauders' 5 muſe, alas! ! we've tint her 


For ever mair. 
A 4 III. Now 
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Now whores and bawds do what they vill. 
And Hangie he may ſcourge or kill, 


Or Drummond, he may get a bill 


To move the croſs ; 


On yet king Charles, if he will, 


Frae Parl ment Clos. 
2 IV. 
Now vice may rear her hydra's head, 
And ftrike defenceleſs Virtue dead ; 


Religion's heart may melt and bleed 


With grief and ſorrow, = 
| Since Satire from your ſtrects is fled, 


Poor Edinburrow ; 


But, Sir, I hens you'll pardon 1 me, 
Being a ftranger, to make ſo free | 


As write thoſe dog rels unto thee, 
Who arta poet : 


And how you came to that degree, 


TM Plainly ſhow it. 
„ 


When ALL Ax died, the muſes then 
Did mourn aloud baith butt and ben 3 
Apollo figh'd! but ſpoke up then, © 


I've fall an hero 


In : Caledon,——Syne took his pen, 


And wrote CLAUDERO. 


VII. Then 
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Then T halia, fill'd with ſtrong defire 
The comic . to inſpire, 
And warm thee with Powe 3 
: Flew off with ſpeed, 
Apollo; with harmonious hre, 
| Approv'd the deed. 


3 VIII. 
| Thus the deity of Parnaſſus, 
Diſpatches forth thoſe modeſt laſſes, 
To lure us with their kind WWW‚wP’Fÿ 
I „ And ſmiles indulgent. 
e Apollo aids their noble cauſes, , -_ 8 7 
With rays reſale: 
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| IX. 
By this you ſee your call i is ſure; 
Not ſmuggl'd in at private door; 
As was Rab Ker, and many more, 
| As well as me, 
N ha s got th frothe; but not the tore 
„ . 
5 3 
But yet | hope, you'll not deſpiſe 
My wiſhes, cauſe they dare to riſe, 
To court your friendſhip, eager flies 
Wing'd with ambition: 
ö which, if you grant, contented dies 
| : In full fruition, 


. 5 0 e 2 3 8 
„„ P dec . — * . 5 8 * 


Nac 


Al. | } 
Nae mair I'll fay until we meet, | 
And then my with will be Slot. 1 
When anes we get a hearty weet * 
With drink at Brodie' 8 1 


Our ſpirit then will mount as fleet 
As god or goddeſs. 


5 . N 
Lan factious curs to bite or ſnarrel 
And choak them with ſeditious quarrel, 
Whilſt thou and I, my honeſt carl, 
Bauld and heroick, 
Will Fight with Weapons frae the barrel. 
| "Tony GEORDIE Boren. 
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 CLAUDERO 
| To 


MX. GEORGE BOICE. 5 


She dreads his fate, and muſt implore, 
Beneath fam'd Allan's wings to ſoar. 
[Your compliment by far too great, 


Sits aukward on my crazy pate; 


f Helicon thou art partaker, 


Poor Claud at beſt a crambo-maker ; 


hile Boick claims Apollo's rays, 

ine are the cabbage, his the bays : 
do beſeech tnee in thy grace, 
'To ſhow n me Wine and Lower 8 face, 
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\REAT thanks to Boick's friendl lays, 

hl For bards like Claud are fond o praiſe; * 

But thou has ſcrew'd my muſe ſo high, 
Like Dedalus, in air to fly, 
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In Wattie Kerr's, at the white bear, ll 
Where Claud prefides i in elbow chair, — 
On Tueſday ninteenth of November, 
There I to Boick will ſurrender 
My pen, my friendſhip, and my ſeat; 
And dub thee, as Scots Allan, great y 
I pray accept my invitation, - | 
And J am thine in any ſtation. 
In Brodie's too I'll meet my hero, TY 
Where you ſhall quaff with friend Clauderoz 
| And if the caſh can well afford, RR 
We'll chearfal be as laird or lord. 4 
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The ECHO S the Ro YAL. Po RON of the 
1 PALACT o HOLY-ROOD- HOUSE; 
* 7 wo: under — E recutian. Anno 


Wot e ſons of Mins, with black cockade, 
1 - * * Who wear the gun and murd'ring blade, 
| RES. OT : Againſt your focs in battle hot, | 

| RR And die, or conquer on the pot; 


g To devaſtation ye are bred, 
| By blood ye ſwear, and blood's your trade. 
No- (Echo then reply'd aloud,) 
Iuhey do not always deal in blood; 
= Nor yet in breaking human bones, 
For Quixot-like they knock down ſtones. 
Regardleſs they the mattock ply, 
To root out Scots antiquity. 
My aged arch for cent'ries ten 
HAath ſpared been by Scottiſb men. 
1 As Fudeh's porches, ſacred mine, 
Where K1NGs did rule by right divine. 
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Were honour'd with the ile, Knicar, 


| What is my crime? Oh! what my 15 ? 
 AuLD REIKIE cry'd, Thou'rt an old Scor. 
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Your antient K1NnGs did enter here, | 


'Tho' ſtrangers now for many a year; 
And many barons in my ſight, 


Whoſe race now tamely ſee my fall, 
Relentleſs at my mournful call. 

When Red-coats ſtruck, I loud did ſhrick, 
And to AULD Rix iE thus did ſpeak : 


Ihat then? my Echo aloud did cry, 5 
Mußt Scots antiquity now die? | 
Yes, cry'd AULD REIKIE, die you yy 

For * at you has a diſguſt. 

My crofs likewiſe, of old renown, 

Will next to you be tumbled down ; TS 
And by degrees each antient place 
Will periſh by this modern race. ar Þ 
My Echo then did loud rebound, þ 
With cries which ſhook the neighb'ring ground; 
And, all amaz'd, the ſoldier bands : 

Suſpended ſtood with trembling hands; | 
While theſe ſad accents I let ff, i 

Which ſharply pierc'd the azure {ky : 1 

Adieu, Eo DINA, now adieu, 1 


Fair SCOTIA'S glory's gone, 
This ſaid, ſhe bow'd her antient head, 
And gave the final groan, 
 Evina echo'd then aloud, * 
And bid her long farewell; — 
The Calton- hill and Arthur's ſeat | 
Did ring her parting knell, 
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The loſt Speech and dying IV rd if the CROSS 


of FEAinburgh, which was hang'd, drawn ond 
_ 'd, on Monday tbe 15th if March 


-6, for the horrid C vine 5 being an In 
: cunbrn e 70 the dtreet, 


dy E ſons of 8 mourn and weep, 
Expreſs your grief with ſorrow deep ; ; 


Let aged ſires be bath'd in tears, 


And ev'ry heart be fill'd with fears ; 


Let rugged rocks with grief abound; 
And Echos multiply the found ; 
Let rivers, hills, let woods and plains, 
Let morning dews, let winds and rains, 

Dnited join to aid my woc, 
And loudly mourn my overthrow. 


For Arthur's ob * and E. dinburgh Gi 


Have, by new ſchemers, got a toſs; 
| We heels o'er head are tumbled down," 


F he modern taſte is Loudon town, 
I was built up in Gethic times, 


And have ſtood ſcveral hundred reigns ; 
Sacred my mem'ry and my name, Y 
For kings and queens ] did proclaim. 

1 peace and war did oft” declare, 


And rous'd my country <v'ry where : 
SET 2 ok 


* 4 piece of very great antiquity, the EARNS of a gentleman near 
Falkirk, who deſtroy'd it to build up a mill-dam- head on the rivtr 


Carron----But the river (Well * as it es with reſentinent) ſoon 
is ſept it off, | | | 
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Your anceſtors around me walk'd; 


Your kings and nobles *fide me talk'd: 
And Jads and latſes, with delight, 

Set tryſt with me to meet at night; ; 
No tryſter e'er was at a loſs, 

For why, [I'll meet you at the Croſs. 

I country people did direct _ 
Through all the city with reſpect, 
Who miifing me, will look as droll 
As NArmers 1 Withe out the pole. gs 
On me great men have loſt their lives, 
And for a maiden left their wives, 
Low rogues likeways oft” got a peg 
With turnip, t---d, or rotten egg 
And when the mob did miſs their butt, 


J was bedaub'd like any flut. 


With loyal men, on 1 days, 


IJ dreſs'd myſelf in lovely bays, 
And with ſweet apples treat the croud, 
While they huzza'd around me loud, 


Profeſſions many have] ſeen, 
And never have diſturbed been, 
I've ſeen the Tb party ſlain, 
And Jt h:zs exulti; g Oer the plain: 
I've ſeen again the N riſe, 
Ani with loud ſhouting pierce the ſkies, 
Then crown their king, and chace the hig 
From Pentland-hills to  Bothwell-brig. 
I've OS the cov'nants by all ſworn, 
And likeways ſeen them burnt and torn 
I neutral ſtood, as peaceful Puaker, 


With neither fide was I partaker. 


I wiſh my life had longer been, 


That! might Wender ferlies ſeen; 


Or 


Ir 


eee e TIES Fes i - 


TD 
Or elſe like other things decay. 


Which time alone doth waſte away: 


But ſince ] now muſt loſe my head, 

I, at my laſt, this lefion read: 

3 1505 wealth; and youth, and beauty thine; 
And all the graces round you twine, 


*© Think on your end, nor proud behave, 


There's nothing fare this ſide the grave.” 


Ye jolly youths, with richeſt wine, 


Who drunk my dirge, for your propine, 


I do bequeath my laſting boon : 


May heav'n preſerve you late and ſoon ; 
May royal wine, in royal bowls, 

1 And lovely women chear your ſouls, 
Till by old age you gently die, 


; To live immortal in the ſky. 


To own my faults J have no will, 


F or I have done both good and ill: 


As to the crime for which I die, 


To my laſt gaſp, Not guilty, I. 


But to this magiſterial hate 
I ſhall aſſign the priſtine date. 


When the intrepid, matchleſs C HAR LES 


Came here with many Highland CARL Es, 


And o'er my top, in public fight, 
Proclaim'd aloud his FATHER'S Ricur ; : 


From that day. forth it was agreed, 


That I ſhould as a REBEL bleed; 


And at this time they think it meet 
To ſnatch my fabric off the ſtreet, 


Leſt I ſhould tell to them once more 
The tale I told ten years before, 
At my deſtroyers bear no grudge, 


Nor do you ſtain their maſou-lodge, 


B 4 


Tho? 


That you was uſed cruelly. 


(6) 
Tho' well may all by-ſtanders ſee 
That hetter maſons built up me. 
The royal ſtatue in the cloſe 
Will ſhare the fate of me, poor CRoss z 
Heav'ns, earth, and ſeas, all in a range, 


Like me, will pr iſh for Exahge, 
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The ſerious Advice and Exhortaticn 77 the Rove 
Exchange to the CROSS of 15 1 


immediately before its Extcution. 


MY aged parent, hear my voice, 

And ceaſe to make this doleful noiſe ; 
Submit yourſelf unto your doom, 
Ray Exchange comes in your room; 


My polifh'd ſtones, of modern date, 


One day will ſhare my parent's fate; 


And in your fall mine own I ſee: 
What's modern now will antient be. 


All nature changes in its turn, 
Worlds ſometimes drown, and ſometimes burn; ; 
Yea, heaven ſhrinks below the rod 
Of the eternal che ngeleſs G OD. 
To your laſt words I was attent, 
Which made my heart of ſtone relent; 
Your aged ſpeeches, full of ſenſe, 
Acquir' 4 by long experience, 


Made zealous J/higs, and hopeful 7. "ey 


_ Jointly thank you for your ſtories z 


Both parties herein did agree, 


When 
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Rogues are hung up with cover'd face; 
When rogues have pow'r, ſham rultice too 


By the new ſcheme, will not be ſpar'd ; 
For modiſh people think it meet, 


You'll all be bury'd in your turn; 


And ſoar with me into the ſkies. 
Grand is the ſcheme, and its intent 
Is order, uſe, and ornament. 
My builders ſkill'd are in each lecture 
Oft maſonry and architecture 
Can build a Croſs, or pull it down, 
And from a rock extract a town; 
Can work to old taſte or to new, 
Therefore the antients they out-do. 
Your crimes, dear father, now repent, 
M ourn for the life that you have ſpent ; 
For witneſs often you have ſtood, 
And have ſuck'd up much gentle blocd. 


That all blood- ſuckers may beware. 
That blood for blood doch vengeauce cry ; 


None merciful will mourn the loſs 


Of you, a cruel bloody CRoss. 


6:7) 
When honeſt men are high in place, 


Will hang the honeſt up like you. 
1 Luckenbooths, Ieigh-houſe, and Guard, 


That houſes be ſwept off the ſtrect. 


Into my bowels as an urn, 


Then, phœnix-like, again you'll riſe, 


A vi'lent death therefore you ſhare, 


Num'rous examples teſtify, 
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ASTETTATTRTTSTTEDTS E105 05% | 
=, Rep the Abbey-Kirk 7 Holy -R 00d- | 


Houlſz. 
H AVE I been fleeping, in a trance, or dead; 


Sure now [I live, and rear my antient head; 


Then tell me, Calton-hill and Arthur's ſeat, 


Why I'm reviv'd and wakened of late, 


What is the cauſe? oh! tell, you buildings rare, 
No king frequents the royal houſe of pray r. 
Why have I ſilent been theſe hundred years? 

My altar quite forſook: no ptay'rs, no tears, 

T” implore heav'n's mercy on a ſinful land, 

And deprecate God's wrath when nigh at hand ? 


None of the royal race ſure here remain, 


Or, if they do, apoſtatiz'd they reign, 


Neglecting heav'n, and every other thing, 
That peace and honour to their ſubjects bring. 


A STUART was king when I fell faſt aſleep, 


Then biſhops here did fervent worſhip keep: 


Their ſucceſſors, J fear, quite void of grace, 
Have ceas'd to worſhip in this holy place. 

Are pious churchmen from this kingdom gone ? 
Have Scottiſh kings now abdicate their throne ? 


Are kings and rev'rend biſhops in exile ? 


And hath religion fled fair Scotia's iſle ? 

Yet, if they're baniſh'd, ſure they'll faſt come home, 
Elſe, why do maſons now repair my dome? 
Tell me, if Preſbyt'ry, that upſtart new, 

Has come in place of the Catholics true ? 


Perhaps they proudly aim at nothing leſs 


Than my devoted walls now to poſſeſs. 
Tow ſtrange the chang es churches undergo! 


 *tholics me poſſeſs d not & Jong ago, 


With 


8 3 5 
= | With pious hearts they worſhipp' d God with tears, 
Tho they have been ſuppreſs'd theſe many years. 
Long have I flept, and with'd to have lept on, 
Till rouz'd by Catholic devotion. 
Heretics much J hate, not orthodox, 
Fomenting dire diſcord, like old 79bn 4 Knox ; 
Who rend the church for their own private views, 
More hurt they do than unbelieving n | 
Where is the Abbey Porch, the city : Creſs ? 
To know this place, I'm greatly at a loſs. 
Such changes much my aged iight confound ; 
. F. xcept theſe hills, all things are chang'd around. 
| 


The river keeps its courſe upon the north, 
I think they call it ſtill the rich of Forth; 
But all things elſe wear quite a different face, 
The Scots united ſeem to Saxon race. 
Where is your king and Scattiſh parliament! ? 
Why was I wak'd to ſee this dire event; 
Where are your nobles now ? they ſeem but few, 
| And What remain ſeem careleſs of you too. 
Where are your pow'rful chiefs of ev'ry. clan, 
Whoſe native valour always led the van 
Of conqu' ring armies, whoſe reſiſtleſs might 
Great vict'ries won, defending Scotland's right? ? 
Are they exil'd, or do they now bear arms, 
To ſhield themiglyes from foreign toes alarms ? 
} Your ſons impreſs'd, and forc'd to foreign fields, 
10 draw their ſwords, and to oppoſe their ſhields ? 
Such changes for the worſe add to my grief. 
Where ſtrays the hero wiſhes you relief! 15 
It cruel was to ſet within my view 
! Impending ills that hang o'er Scotland now j 
HJappier had I been ſtill allowed to ly 
| Dormant, or dead, to all eternity, 


Scotland | 


wa, © 
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Scotland in Tears for the horrid Treatment of 


their Kings Sepulchres. 


AGE, vengeance, fury, aid my pen, 
To Jaſh the worſt of wicked men; 


| A ſordid wretch; of honour void, 


And ev'ry virtue elſe beſide; 


From dunghill ſprung ; of breeding mean; 

A beaſt in kuman ſhape unclean. ---- 

Miſtake me not, I do not blame 

'The country fair from whence he came; z 

There's miſcreants both here and there, 

Which neither kingdom ought to ſpare. 
Let Scotia's ſons "then hear my theme, 


And join to curſe the hated name 

Of this vile wretch, who, in diſdain, 
Did our moſt hallow'd places ſtain. 
With ſacrilegious diſreſpect, 

An effie-houje he did erect 

Within the Abbey's ſacred ſhrine, 
Where long the duſt of kings had lain, 


Both undifturb' d, and much rever'd, 
By pious Scots held i in regard. 


ur kings, our princes there do ly, | 


| Whoſe fouls are now above the {ky ; 


Thoſe royal heroes, whoſe command 
Extended over Scotia's land; 


The darlings of their country too, 
Who made its en'mies often bow; 


In bloody fileds who dangers ſhar'd, 


And oft' the arms of England dar' d; 


M ſt now be baſely ſhit upon 
* an e Engliſh e 


Who 


(11) 

Who boaſts himſelf, to his diſgrace, 
He ſtain'd with dung our kings bare face. 

O! royal GEORG E, our ſov'reign dear, 
Unto this ſtory lend an ear; 
Hear how the bones of antient kings 
Are treated like to common things | 
Our royal Jamts's, from whoſe veins 
The blood did low by which GEoRGE reigns, 
Their ſacred duſt, by vile intent, 
Lyes mingled with baſe excrement. 
By puniſhment, ſevere and ample, 
To all the world make him example, 
That no preſumpt'ous wretch again 
May royal aſhes thus profane. 

Edina's ſons, indignant view 
The groſs affront that's done to you? 5 
Shew your reſentment at this deed, 


For which all loyal hearts do bleed:; 


And hate the rozue who did the blame, 
But not the place from whence he came. 
*TFis liker to Batavian tricks, 
Who trample on the crucifix, _ 
And treat religion with diſdain, 
In order to enhance their gain: 
But England's ſons, more pious far, 
Are good in peace, and brave in War; 
Fair virtue is the only pole 
By which they ſteer uuto the goal 
Of honour, trade and happineſs, 
And heav'n rewards them with ſucceſs. 
Such ſacrilegious wicked men 
Are held by them in great diſdain ; _ 
And fame records, perhaps 'tis true, 
They alſo gave this rogue his due, „ 
955 : „CVP When 
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When with impious breath he vaunted 
How he had ſhit on kings undaunted : 
They whipp'd him with great indignation, 
And almoit ſent him to damnation. 

Let Britons all his crime deteſt, _ 

And ſcarcely wiſh the villain bleſt; 

While in ur'd Scots his due afford, 
By dragging him thro' Tumble Turd. * 
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An Elegy on the much-lamented Death of Quaker 


Erſkine; or, 9 compared with Pres- 
bytery. 


"HAT dreary news is this I ON ? 
What doleful tale thus ſtrikes mine ear ? 
No common loſs ſure this muſt be, 
That draweth tears from ev'ry cye. 
No trivial loſs, the loſs is great, 

Mourn, mourn, the church, and mourn, the ſtate; | 

Mourn, Ed'nburgh, both ſuburbs and city, 

For ERSEKINE's death, be fill'd with pity. 

From youth-hood to his dying day 

He to us did both preach and pray 

The goſpel free he did diſpenſe, 

And for it ne'er took pounds or pence, 
Like canting preachers in our day, 
Who'll neither to us preach or pray, 

Unleſs we pay two thouſand merks, 

Beſides their beadles charge, and clerks 3 5 

And tho' they have the foreſaid rent 

Yet de'il ha'e them if they're content, 
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* A river (ſomewhat leſs than the Thames) (hat carries off the filth 
from Edinburgh. | 


| (13) 
But do apply to parliament, 
Their ſtipend further to augment. 
Oh happy country ſure and bleſt, 
Where from the clergy they find reſt 
But where ſhall we this kingdom find 2 
Not till in heav' ny this is deſion'd, 
Here Gibb damns Ro!» and Ralph damns Gih, 


Bot! | Gararthe Canberonien tribe, 
l biteſield comes, prays God fave a', 
Then hu our caſh, and runs awa': 
Unlike thoſe, like poſtle Paul, 
ERSE INE liv'd by honeſt call; 
Our ſouls with goſpel he did cheer, 
Our bodies too with ale and beer. 
Gratis he goſpel got, and gave away, 
For ale and beer he only made us pay; 
| His ale and beer were always beſt, 
For which in heav'n he's highly bleſt. 
If there were ſtipend in the caſe, 
Faſt for his. kirk our prieſts would chaſe : 
But where there is not ſtore of wealth, 
Souls are not worth the cure of health; 
And for his kirk our clergy will not mY 
Vacant his kirk, but not his brewerie. 
Each canting preſbyter, when he dies, 
Gets to his fame high elegies, 
And, whether they deſerve or not, 
They are ſet forth without a blot. 
But here, alas! no riſk we run, 
His character can't be out-done ; 
For truth and honeſt probity, 
No man &er liv'd could him out- 


Some chuſe Maſs James, ſome chuſe Maſ Tan, 


rome curſe the Power of a Patron; 3 
g C 


But 
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: And ſlaughter'd were for our 
The ſmaller cattle, calves and lambs, 
Were ſnatched from their meurnful Cams 3 1 
At the Aſſembly loſt their lives, 
Too ſtuff the clergy and their wives; 
Nor did the grunting naſty ſow, | 


Th' abomination of a Few, 


(14) 


But all are in a groſs miſtake, 


Till they convert to honeſt QAR RE. 


Now honeſt Qu AK ERS, beſt of men! 
Mourn, mourn for him with heavy mane; 
For by yea and nay, or by G--d d----n, 


Good ERSEINE was an honeſt man, 


rere 


M Farewell to the General Aſſembly. 


WE feſhers, ſheathe your recking knives ; 
Of GOD's creation ſpare the lives; 


Kelent the ſlaughter you have made, 


And mourn a mement o'er the dead! 
Great bulls did roar, with ing groans, 
aſs Johns; 


Eſcape the luſt of this lack-band, 
Who raiſe a dearth o'er all the land, 5 
The feather'd tribe, gooſe, duck, and hen, 


Were in infinite numbers lain ; 


To ſatisfy their hunger keen, 
Such devaſtation ne'er was ſeen, 
The Forth was plunder'd of its fiſh, 
That they might have a dainty diſh; 


Salmon, cod, "and cabelow, 


Into their bellies they did low 3 


: 1139 

At oyſters too they did not bogle, 
Which made them at our ladies ogle, 
And carnal weapons keenly ply, 
Well cover'd with hypocriſy. 
But to their glebes they now are fled, 
With their big guts well ſtuff'd and fed, 
Each pariſh now has got its drone, 
To croak, and hum, and howl, and groan, 
Except the prieſt of Duriſdeer, 
Depos'd for loving carnal cheer, 
Tho all the brethren muſt confeſs 
They love it either more or leſs. 

Now gladneſs ſhines in every face, 
Since their fat paunches left the place; 


We only dread the coming year 
Of their aſſembled bellies here, 


a ele e le ie g ef ae 
CLAUDERO to WHITEFIELD. 
No W zealous pig-ey d Engliſh quack, 
5 Arriv'd again with loaded pack, e 
| Pray what now have you got to ſell ; 
Can yon inſure Scots ſouls from hell ? 
Or do you come to cry, Repent ? 
_ Give me your money, I'm a faint! 
And in return you ſhall have grace 
To put into your money's place? 


Pray, can you ſhow a nearer road 


How men may reach the bleſs'd Wolle, 
Than pulpiteers into our iſle? 


Or do our preachers us beguile * 


8 "That ©: *- I 
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(16) 


That you thus finely do oppoſe 
_ Yourſelf againſt ſpiritual foes. 


Plays, balls, aſſemblies, and the de il, 


_ Your zealous fury often feel. 


The play-houſe, Sir, you ought to ſpare, 
For often there you had a ſhare ; 


The ſtage ſupply'd you, in your need, 


Till you fell into better bread. 
Like AÆſop's daw, you've turn'd your coat, 


Among the pigeons now you've got, 


Where you are well ſupply'd and fed 


By honeſt doves that are blind-led : 
But dread the cheat may come to light, 
And blinced pigeons get their ſight; 
Then you'll be ſtript of all that's good, 


And ſent to ſtarve into the wood. 
Can you afford us cheaper meal ? 


Or from the country drive the de'tl ; 
Then chain him faſt up with a bridle 3 


And ſo lay all our clergy idle ? 
Can you make Whig and Tory oree, 


And beat the French | by land and fea ? 
Can you from preſs- bands eaſe our fears? 
Recruit our fleets with volunteers? 

If you can all theſe things do well, 


None here more welcome than yourſe!' 5 
But if you cannot theſe effect, 


Fo England go and break your neck. 


No more your accent we admire, | 
Nor yet your blazing zealous fire; 


High ſound for ſenſe no more we'll take, | 
Though you ſhould cry till your heart ake. 


With ſectaries you never join, 


But fyly glean from all the coin; 


4 


(17) 

An inſtance of your ſordid view : 

_ *Tis money, Whitefield, pleaſes you. 
Be not ſuch fools, my countrymen, 
Nor ſuffer rogues your coin to drain; 
Theſe foreign quacks are whillie-whaws, 
Keep your NOR to # ora ſea-maws, 
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A Deſeripti on of Notar Crecſh. 


To amend, not expoſe, rs the bent of my minds . 
A reproof rs gore lo 20 when Ul-nature is join d. 
SPECTATOR, 


PH E following 3 I 2 intend, 
| Shall neither church nor ſtate . 
But, on the contrair, hope they'll pleaſe 
Each honeſt reader who them ſees. 
A ſordid miſer here Pl dreſs, 
And ſqueeze his vice in printer's preſs, 
To laſh the vice, conceal the man, 
I ſhall endeavour all Il can 
Therefore I'll hide the real name, 
Perhaps the wretch I may reclaim z | 
But if I don't, I, in lampoon, 
Will ſcourge his vice thro? all the town: ., 
Yes, thro' the town, and country too, | 
His character I will purſue! 
Ye ſcriblers of the better ſort, 
J hope you'll patronize me for't : 
For ſlyly down the net is ſpread, 
Fo catch 8 1 he tread 
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Who does at ſeſſion- time appear 
Summer and winter ev'ry year, 

And thereby gather's meikle gear. 
Near Bothwell-Brig, where rebel Whigs 
Lay ſcatter'd up and down the rigs, 
This miſer was both born and bred, 


049) 
A ſtep upon forbidden ground, 


Or write to common metre fund: 


Therefore, with Hudibraſtic meaſure, 


I hope to ſhun their grand diſpleaſur ure. 
J never do intend a war 

With pulpit, or town-council bar : 
Tho' not for love, yet ſure for fear, 
Theſe two wife poets will revere: 
Neither of theſe dare to deride, 

Left you be term'd a ſuicide! 


Therefore their awful hands T'11 kiſs, 
Becauſe, forſooth, they're major vis. 


So, without making more ado, _ 
The miſer s vice I will purſue. 


As SISIT me, muſe, here to deſcribe 
A miſer of the notar tribe, | 


And with the herds was fed and clad; 
Sour-milk, green-whey, and wangs of cheeſe, 
Did mightily this youngſter pleaſe ; 
Milk-pottage, ſowens, and butter yellow, 
Did blow him up a ſtout big fellow, 

He did attend ſome country ſchools, 

Till he could rhime Deſpauter's rules: 


Next to the law he did apply, 
And learn'd ſome parts of notary 
And for a notar he does paſs, 


Tho' ſome ſay he's a mighty aſs; 3 


6. 19 * 

Vet in he country he's rever'd 
By every ruſtic and cock-laird, 
Whom he doth treat with art 4d Kill 
And lends them caſh on bond or bill: 
On intereſt his ſoul is bent, 

And never-ſleeping annual rent, 
Now I ſhall briefly ſhew you here 
What ways he takes to gather gear: 

A maxim in his head doth run, 

That money ſav'd is money won 
Maxim ſecundo hath this man, 
To cheat his belly if he can. 
The Norland clerks, of thrifty fame, 
Compar'd with him are very lame; 
Upon Scots pennies twice fifteen _ 
He din'd four clerks from Aberdeen. 
Four callour herring he did roſt, 7 
Which, with two baps, did two-pence colt ; 
he baps he halv'd among the four, 
Which hunger keen made them devour; 
And chen, for ſumming up the haill, 
He war'd a baubee upon kaill ; 

The lads did rift, and were right fain, 
All four were din'd like gentlemen, 
A watch this notar ne'er would wear, 
And herein docs his thrift appear: 
Computing five pounds for a watch, 
Five ſhillings yearly this would catch; 3 
Repairs o ditto, half a crown, 


Capital ſtock this would draw down; 


Therefore he wiſely views the ſun, 
As fowlcr's eye the murd'ring gun. 
To preſs thro? crouds he's not the fool, 
| Becauſe his clothes W loſe the wool z 
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(20) 
And for this reaſon home he lurches 
On holidays from crouded churches. 
To ſtep a ditch he takes great care, 
Leſt he ſhould wrong his breeches there. 
For ſtony road he's much afraid, 
Leſt his ſhoes ſuffer by the tread: 
| Therefore they're made, for ſtrength and pith, 
By country ſutor and by ſmith ; 
| Iron their heels and ſoles ſecures : 
No city ſhoes like them endures, 
His aged hat, eleven times dreſt, 
Upon his head with care is preſs'd; 
Each time *tis dreſt, he does avow, 
It looks as well as when firſt new. | 
When &er he drinks, tis with delign 
That he may gratis ſup or dine 
Offalls beſt pleaſe him night and day, 
Becauſe for thoſe there's nought to pay 3 3 


His dinner once did fix-pence coſt, 


Which with vexation did him wit; 

He ftarv'd himſelf a long time fie. | 

Till he retriev'd this ſad diſaſter. 

He often ſwears by his lov'd ſtore, 

He'll marry none till they firſt whore: 

By f----ng one, he ſays, he'll know ¾ 

If formerly ſhe us'd to m; 

A ſkilful plan, he ſays, dard 2 

To get his own wife's maiden-head ! 

But though he's ſearch'd theſe twenty years 

For maiden-heads, yet none appears, | 

And therefore he does ſtill remain 

A batchelor, ag'd four times ten: 

To thrifty whoring he's inclin'd, 

* luſt, as well ; as love, is blind "= 3 
| Money 


„„ 

Money by him is lov'd ſe well, „ 

He'd hug PROSERPINA herlel | . 

To get or ſave the root of evil, 

And mike a cuckold of the deyil. 1 

One time, poor wretch, it was is haps ins 

"Mong other things, to catch a clap: 

This was to him a great vexation, 

Belides a curſed inflammation ; 

The finful member did torment, 

Wich made him grin, curſe, and relent; 

His teſticles did likewiſe ſwell, 

And ſhankers made him roar and yell ; 

Great buboes did his groins adorn,, 
Which pain'd him ſore both night and morn | 3 
A chordee too did him perpleexx, 

And an erection ſore him vex: | 

For ſurgeon's art he did not care 

Fear'd for his p---k, but pocket mair, 


e He made a ſhift to treat himſelf, 


And thereby ſav'd his darling pelf; 

Vet, after all, a gleet remains, 
Which will abſorb his aged veins. 

He oft affects the debauchee, 

Thereby to hide his miſery, 5 

And horridly will ſwear and curſe, 
But very ſeldom draw his purſe. 
However, once he got a drub 

From members of the corping club, 
Where Map Tam rarely play'd his part, 
Which ſhew'd him maſter of his art 

Made Notar Cree/h drunk like a beaſt, 

Then caus'd him pay dear for his feaſt; 

Beſides his well-trimm'd coal-black hair 

Theſe drunken members did not ſpare; 


| Like 


| (622 

Like Sampſon, robb'd him of his locks, 
To complicate their drunken jokes; 
Then ſent him off in porter's creel: 
And ſome ſay he deſerv'd it well; 

But many men of ſober mood _ 
Did think this treatment ſomewhat rude, 
His mother died, it vex'd him ſore, 


Cauſe ſtocking-yarn he'd get no more; 


To make up this, with thrift ſevere, 
No mournings for her he would wear, 
A borrow'd big-coat wrapt him round -: 
Till ſhe was laid below the ground: 

Into this town it is well known 
That a big coat he ne'er had one; 

For in below the pillars glowr, _ 
You'll never miſs him in a ſhow'r. 


Th' expenſive ſuit, he has conhin'd 


Into his trunk, diſturbs his mind; 


When at theſe clothes he takes a view, 


The ſweat upon him ſtands like dew, 
And is it not a noted knack 5 
That they ſhould ſweat him off his back? 
The breeches are of velvet ſcarce, 
So will not keek upon his arſe; 
He hates the taylor as old nick, 
And ſwears he play'd the cloth a trick: 
Therefore, I advertiſing, tell, 
Theſe breeches now he wants to ſell, 
To auction them has ſet a day, 
W hoc'er bids beſt bears them away. ot, 
No heav'n, but wealth, this wretch does know, 
For riches he would dwell beloww- i a 
And, with content, at Pluto's ingle 
His pleaſant bags of money jingle, Bur 
- | | 3» 


wo SERID » 
But, to his torture *twill conduce, 
There his vaſt ſums have no produce; 
At which he'll grin, curſe, and relent, 
For loſs of his ſweet annualrent ; 
With tortures there each miſer's cramm'd, 
That makes them ſhock the very damn'd ! 
-S- Therefore, thou wretch, repent in time 
Of this thy miſerable crime; 
Do deeds of charity, while here, 
The goſpel this commandeth clear; 
Do not with uſury oppreſs | 
Poor country lairds in their diſtreſs ; 
Pay more reſpe& to words and vows, 
Refund the heir of Summer-houſe, | 
That G OD himſelf may bſeſs thy ſtore, 2 
-F And grant thee his eternal glore. : 
According to the crambo wark 
Of the extemporary CLARK, _ 
The foreſaid lines are not a bauble, 
The miſer mean'd is ----- -----; 
But, to avoid the fiſcal's leeſh, 
The miſer's name is Notar EY 
More might be told, /ed hzc f ſatis 3 ; 
If Creeſb recant, PI . it gratis. 
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A Hymn for the Thiſtle Lodge. 
1. rote on ſeeing the Copy W a certain Challenge, 


HY rage the heathen, and vain things 
Does Tam of Bedlam mind? 
For farely all the Thi/tle Lodge, oo > 
Againſt him are combin' 15 To 


(24) 


'To plot againſt his mighty ſway, 


And to extirpate quite 
Mad Tam from their ſociety 
Gives to them all delight. 


He that Grand Mafter fits does laugh, 


And the two Wardens jeer, 
The Loage united join in ſcorn, 


W hich has reach'd Mad Tam's ear; 


And now he ſwears, a weighty {word 


He'll take into-his hand ; 


Heads young and AULD he will ſheer off 
From the miſchievous band, 


Now therefore be admoniſhed, 
Join trembling with your mirth, 


For Mad Tam is a Bediamite 
Of fortune and of birth, 
2 . 8-25 -K.. K K K. K. K f . : 


Mineral Well, 15th September, 1 760, lately 
Found out near Edinburgh. 
Ne muſe I invoke to help out my ſong, 
The muſes all flutter around in a throng; 
A theme ſo delightful with tranſport they view, 


And with their aſſiſtance my ſong I purſue. Wo 
Great Drummond improveth what nature doth _ 
ſend ; 
To country and city he's always a friend ! 
| Regardleſs of junto's, his lordſhip purſues 
The weal of the public in all that he does; 


Vnwearied he ſtudies the good of the town, 
And ſucceſs his labours for ever muſt crown 


: . - The? 


On laying the Foundation Stone of St. Bernard's 


0.233 
Tho' oppoſed of late by Bedlamitt Tom, 
Who ne'er could do good abroad nor at home; 
And likewiſe by others of far better fame | 
What views they had in it my muſe ſhall not name. 8 
With pity he ſaw the diſeas'd without aid, 
(Fhyſicians do nothing unleſs they are paid) Ee 
| Then ſtreight thro' three kingdoms he ſent for ſ upply, | 
And rear'd up the ſtructure, call'd IN FIKRMAR LV, 
Where ev'ry diſeaſe that phyſicians can cure 
- fl Is inſtantly heal'd, for the rich or the poor : 
When heav'n, propitious to grant his deſire 
To th' utmoſt extent his heart could require, 
For the health of the poor ſent this /anative well, 
A bleſſing to all that around it do dwell. - 
This Water ſo healthful near Ed nburgh doth riſe 
Which not only Bath, but Mofat outvies. 
* Moſt diſeaſes of nature it quickly doth cure, 
|- Except the diſeaſe that is got from a whore. 
It̃t cleans the inteſtines, and appetite gives, 
While morbific matter it quite away drives : 
Its amazing effects cannot be deny d, 
And drugs are quite uſeleſs where it is apply'd : 
So what doctors can't cure is done by this Spring, 
Reſerv'd till this year of great DRUMMonD's reign. 
That as the foundation of one he did lay, 
The other ſhould likewiſe be put in his way, 
His pious endeavours to crown in his day, 4 
1 Perſevere ſtill, Great Sir! and be not diſmay' d, 
Nor regard the harangues that againſt you are made, bn 
Mad Tom loud. may rave ; he may curſe, he may 1 
F i 
When with /inful Marg ret he O quaffing bis beer, il 
Cry out *gainſt your ſcheme for bringing in water, il 
And 1 poſſies of ale-wives to Join in his Clatter : 5 


But | 


(26) 
But the good of the city being your chief intent, 


And on ſchemes for the public your mind being bent, 


Deſpiſe the poor crew, go on with full ſpeed, 
And fein __ will bleſs you when dead. 
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The wonderful Adventures and hee Atchi cve⸗ 


ments F Mad Tom. 


T H E dog-ſtar now rages, and Bedlam's broke 
out, 

The madmen all run thro' our ſtreets with a ſhout: 

»Tis full moon and full ſea, full tide in their head, 

They threaten the poets, and fill them with dread ! 2 

Ve muſes, be cautious what ſong ye inſpire; 

But let it be ſomething with teeth and with fire: 

Cl AupkRo, quite poor, - no poorer can be, 

Vet values not madmen of any degree. 


Mad Tom, the moſt dreadful of all the mad crew, 5 


Has battled with drovers and butchers not few: _ 
Thro' all the Grafs Market he hath 1iſked his ſkin ; 

Fought hoſtlers without doors, and ſtablers within, 

Sore beat, and fore bruiſed, he's oftentimes been, 

And ticked, and cuffed, and ſent off with blue een: 

By experience taught, he now gives the blow 

(Like a traitor) behind, and knocks down the foe. 


A Captain, ſore wounded, return'd from the war. 


And ſupported by crutches, had many a ſcar, 
Fell in with Mad Tom, a quarrel enſu'd ; 
But n durſt not fight him; no, not for his blood. 

Right !!y:v Tom watch'd, as he went to the door, 


And, inaiching lis crutch, threw him on the floor, 


1 5 80 


11 


%, 
So maul'd him, and bruis'd him, and left bin fox 
dead, | 
Then ran, like a gentleman, home with full heed: 
The length of my poem will not here admit 
To tell more of his pranks, hov many he's bit ; 
I ſhall only relate what I ſuffer'd my ſelf, 
Nor dread I his threats, although bs has pelf. 
One time, when guite mad, he flipped his chain, 
And ran from his keeper, as far as the Dean, 

A ſober preceptor he met on the way, _ 
And murder'd the teacher, and thought it fine play. 
His de/titute children he views without pain, 
Which inſpireth the poet to ſing in this ſtrain. 
My honeſt intention no critic will blame, 
When the cure of a madman is all that I aim. 
The Tarantuld's bite our ſenſes diſam; 

But ſtriking the fancy with muſic's ſoft charm 
The patient will dance himſelf quite out of breath, 
And thus he eſcapeth a Bedlamite's death : 

If this hit Tom's fancy, then why may not 7% 

. Sing him to his Senſes the very ſame way * 5 


CFC TE EF ELITE TEES, j 
Nimrod, Sandy, and Malcolm, in Tears for the | 


Death of W biſky Jean, Keeper f Nimrod s 
Coffee-houſe in Cumbernald. 


OU drammers all of Cumbernald. 
Bewail the loſs you lately had, 
oo Kirkword's death, a mournful theme 
Her drams did often warm your wame, 
Burnt up with whiſky was the wife, 
80 went to drink the wells of life, 
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Old Nimrod, now what will you do? 

For friends like Jean you'll find but few; 
Her drams you very oft did pree, 

Till ye cou'd neither hear nor fee 
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And left her votaries, ane and a', 
Without a gill to heat their maw. 


Her drams, I've often heard it ſaid, 

Did make your antient heart right glad: 
For t'other gill ye was ay keen, 

And cry'd, my dear“ Melobin Jean. 
Poor Sandy too, 8 to the ſtaup, - 
Periſh'd with Jean is a your hopfemm; 
Right oft with Jean ye ſnuff'd and dramm'd, 7 
Till your red noſe was all inflam'd. | 
No more will Jean the whiſky fill, 

No more adminiſter the gill ; 

No more will ſhe the ginger cake 


After the dram unto you break.  _ 
Malcolm Mitche!l, o'er-whelm'd with grief, 


Fling by your fiddle and your cliff, 


No more can the tun'd fiddle pleaſe, 


Nor Mary's charms afford you eaſe. 
All other comforts are but vain, 


Till ye get penny gills again: 


With grief oppreſs'd, all three did cry, 
Oh! 5, 


ean what ail'd you thus to die; 
And ſeave us three, while we were willi 
To ſpend on whiſky ev'ry ſhilling ? 


'Fean's ghoſt made anſwer from a ſhade, 


With voice as ſhrill as a milk-maid, 


And cry'd, Old Nimrod, faſt prepare, 


For of my fate you'll ſhortly ſhare. 


* Melohin is an Tate: Word uſcd 155 old Kane when be has gotin 
| hs - 


his Cups. 
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(29) 
The whiſky you ſup WIR. 
Will ſurely prove your death at laſt; 
This much I was allow'd to tell, 
So, deareft Nimrod, long farewell. 
Sandy and Malcolm in amaze 
Fell on their face and ceas'd to gaze: 
Fean's ghoſt did through the aether glide, 
A train of light around it wide; 
With ſpirits pinions quickly flew _ 
As ſwitt as 3 from their view. 


e e Sh DDD ; 


On Mr. Edward Jofly, Writer in Edinburgh, 


v died on the memorable toth h Day of 8 5 


1750. 
- Go OD Edward Toſſh livd and dy'd 


An honeſt man of great content, 


| Belov'd by all; even Whigs themſelves 


Revere his name, his death lament, 


He hated much old Gromwel''s fame, 


Grudg'd the Prince of Orange glory : 
Attached firmly to the STUARTS, 
Was a Ranch and honeſt Tory. . 
Hen nop'd to ſee his King reſtor'd, 

And honeſt men replac'd in ſiate : 3 
In Hope he liv'd, in Hope he dy'd, 

And wiſh'd Alexis. better fate. 
Among the bleſt, his virtuous ſoul 

Will ſurely dwell for evermore z 
In heaven he'll join his lawful. King, 


T9 1 the King of Hang" in . 
* 
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Or: 


h (39) 
mee 
On the Report of the Death of + John Macdebit, | 

Paſtor of the Pariſh of Gammingſton.. 8 


CEA? y your hands, ye people, all 7 
In Cummingfton who dwell ; 2-7 
Macdebit's dead, whoſe holy tricks 
Will ſink his foul to : | 
No more will he your kirk profane; 5 
Nor more with roguiſn cant. 
Devaive the poor enthuſiaſts —© 
Of the church-militant. 
Frem the original he taught, e 
With ever-puzzling Greek, 

It edify'd believers much | | 
To hear him learn dly ſpek xk. 
Pungent and cogent arguments 8 | 
His doctrine did enforce ; + . 
And very oft he climax us dead 7 

To ſcale heav'n's walls perforce. - | 
With Latin, Hebrew, Syriac, 2 

And much ſcholaſtic buff 
He ſpun out lectures tedious, 

While hearers took a ſnuff, 
Revenge, his noted character, 

His fermons did compoſe: 
The ſacred text he ſtill explain'd 

To ſtrike againſt his foes. 
None of his pariſh ever durſt 
A facrament requeſt, | | | 
Till they of mutton, hens, or ducks es 
dent him a handſome feaſt ; 


Some 


(31) 
Some ob ſtinate indeed there were, 
Refus'd ſuch perquiſite, wy | [ 
Whoſe children unbaptiz'd remain, 1 7 = 
For being imponnte 1 
A practice ſtrange, yet very true, 1 — 
A ſcandal to the band, e HA = 
That Heatheniſm be awed. NE 3 | 
Within a Chriſtian land. 
Men for women ripe enough, 
And women ripe for men, i ng = 
Deſirous much to be baptiz d, > ACK 4 
Unchriſten'd there remain. | | 
In holy things he always was 3 
A moſt myſterious quack 
His ſeſſion too he ſlily hoſe. Bj” 
A moſt illit' rate pack, . 
Who to his will did ay conform, 
Not knowing his deſign, 

The poor he robbed many Ways, . 1 -5 
Nor durſt they e er repinez; 5 
Clloections, mortcloth, and buttock-mail | 

Vo raciouſly he ſtole; 1 
Preſident, clerk, and treaſ'rer was, 
None durſt his pow'r ar ug 
A quack in phyſic too he was, ff.. 
And trick d the people ſo rem xk | 
Meg Low, and many more, can tell! NY 
How he was paid therefore. 
His patients he was wont to fright - „ 1 
With death, judgment, and hell; | £ 1 
Next he apply d his ſpecific, - | | 
And purg'd their purſes well. ; 
His tricks and quirks, too tedious | 
L cannot here relate: — 3 


C22) 
He ſeem'd a ſaint, tho hypocrite, 


A villain conſummate. 


But, while I wrote, there did arrive 


A poſt with mighty ſpeed, 
Told mc the rogue is {till alivey | 
And not among the dead: 


The heavy news I did receive, 


Made me fling by my 1 


My joy it into ſorrow turn d, 


I fat and wept my fill. 


Oh Cummingſtin ! I cry'd aloud, 


May comfort come to thee, 


May heav'n thy ſorrows ſhortly end, 


From oh — 5 make tnee fee. 


wangen. 


o whoring rogues of ev'ry ſtation, 
Proclaim loud your lamentation; 
For public .ofs, have public grief 
Deai..'s ſnatch' d away vi bawds the chief. 

Who now of all the whores, come tell, 

Can mana2e buf ne ſs half o well 

A, Luky, cre ſhe was haraſs'd, _ 
; And! by ur laws fo much canvaſs'd? 
Clean and unclean were in her ark; 
Her trade was manag'd'in the dark, 
Where battocks keenly did engage, 
And Ven enus' ' battics there did rages 


is b hen the. NY noted bend in um- 


Her 


(33) 
Her ladies always won the day ; 
; Blows two for one they did repay ! 
Triumphant always bore the field, _ 
"Till half-cock'd p---ks were forc'd t to yield, 

Lac'd bucks and black-guards did reſort, | 
Keen to partake of Lucky's ſport ; 

Equally welcome to the fray, 
When buttock-money they did pay. 

Students of phyſic there did get ; 
Practice and theory ſweetly met; | 1 
And Jriſp lads, from canker free, 

Suck'd Lucky's poiſon as a bee. £ 
The Engliſh ſwore by Great st. Cares, 
That they her ladies would enlarge, 
Yet tho' they ſtruck with dreadful dunt, 
They never harm'd a ſingle 
The Scots, tho' poor, their penny war 'd, 
And oft at Lucky's play'd a card ; 
They keenly did the ladies Ab. „ 
And got a pox to clear the itch. g. 

Thou tyrant death, with fury keen, | 
Haas ſnatch'd of bawds away the queen : 

Charon, hell's boatman, took her hand, 


And hawl'd her o'er the Abbay-ſtrand. 5 5 


No ſooner did ſhe there arrive, 
'Till the old trade ſhe quick did drive; 
Deſpis'd the church, and civil law, 

And did appeal, the world to awe. 

_ _Kirk-ſeffions all ſhe now defies, 

And plaguy conſtables likewiſe ; EY 
Safe o'er the ſtrand from mortals view, 
She drives her trade with ſafety. now. 
The wicked ſpirits her attend, 

mow faſt their helliſh caſh do bnd, ; 


n 


„% ᷑ VEfECCNUoite 
In ſhoals at midgnight paſs the ſtrand, E 
And join in troops th' infernal band. 

Her profits great on liquid fire, 

 Swill'd ver by them to raiſe deſire, 
| Increaſe her ſtore, while ſhe dogs boaſt 
Her ſafety on the Abbey-coaft. _ 

Her pimping notar, wk day, 
Walks at the croſs in ſearch of prey; 
By this ſame raſcal, of bad fame, 
She gathers cullies to her game... 

Fou mortals, ſhun her hated.cell, © . 
Whoſe gates directly lead to hell: 

Here ſnakes around your bodies twine, - 
And damn the human ſoul divine, 


SET EEE AN AA 


An Elegy on Archibald, Duke of Argyle, whe 
died at London 18th of April, 1761, 
A Solemn dirge ye bag-pipes blow. 
Leet hills and dales reſound the woe: 

Ve rocks, who guard the weſtern ſnore, 
Jour potent Duke is now no more 
dnatch'd off by death, when ripe in years, 

His mem'ry claims his country's tears: _ 

A ſtateſman great, and good likewiſe, 
Among th' unthinking dead now lies. 

No more he'll ſcheme his country's well; 

No more at court our *plaints he'll tell; 

No more he'll ſpend the filent night, 

To meditate his country's right: 


. 


(35) 


No more for Scotſmen he'll provide, 

Nor by ſage counſel Britain guide; 

_ His polities, now at an end, © 

No more his country will defend. 

Let Argathelian nymphs lament, 

And warlike ſwains his death relent. 

Let all the num'rous martial clan 

Loudly mourn the god-like man. 

| Kyntyre, reſound the doleful tale, 

And winds, blow murm'ring thro” the vale; 
Let rivers, hills, and ſpacious plains, 

Aſſiſt to echo dreary ſtrains. 

Ye muſes nine, aſſiſt the theme, 

And poets ſing this prince's fame: 

Free maſons too, of Britain's north, 

Record Duke Arch'bald's taſte and worth: 
The Gothic ſtructure, lately ſpir'd, 

Mo jſt juſtly is by all admir'd: 

His palace fhines in Scotia's welt, 

And bears of maſonry the teſt, 7 

When great and good men drop and d die, 

Then ſorrow, with a mournful e 

In vain laments the nat' ral fate 

Of patriot virtue and its date. 

May heaven his ſucceſſor inſpire | 

With virtue and with martial fire: 

May proweſs guide his heart and ſword, 

And laurels wreathe the Campbell's lord. 
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KKK * We eee ec te 


On ei ng a Scots Fidler in laced Clothes. 
Give Honour to whom Honaur i is due. Sacred Writ. | 


VE fiddlers ſo foppithi who peſter the town, 
Your impudence ſhall be my ſong ; 


Such blockheads in lace, cauſe hx a? to Fw, 7 
And the ladies to hiſs you along. | 


Bow-hand, tune and time, perhaps you may claim, 
With ſonnets from Itah rare. 


While cat-gut you ſcrape, and talk of 5 your fame, 


Believe you're diſdain'd by the fair. 
The lace and embroid'ry vou ſo much do prize, 
With beaver and taſſel ſu pine, 


Your fopp'ry expoſes, ties ladies deſpiſe 


To view any fidler ſo fine. fo 


| Apply to your cliff for crotchet-and brief, 


Not by dreſs on your ſcholars impoſe : 
For your taſſel, MeGibhon, of fidlers the dif. 
If alive, would have twiſted your noſe. 
His merit conſpicuous thro' Britain did ſhine,. 
(His collection yet ſpeaks for. itſelf;) 
No fribble was he, a true ſon of the Mine, 
And in plain ſimple dreſs he got pelff. 


Void of ſenſe as of ſhame, with betters you vie, | 


And think the deceit to conceal; 


But if aught, ſave your crotchets, you offer to try, 


Lo! the ſecret you quickly reveal, 


Then throw by your trappings, ye coxcombs ſo vain, 
Be humble as hdlers 9 be; | * 
The 


(37 ) 


'The more you re bedaub'd, the more your diſdain, 2 


For ſtill you are fidlers we ſee.” 

Your dreſs thus expos'd, your muſic comes next, 
W hich is underſtood, but. by few ; 

Your Italian firs, fo wild and perplex'd, 
Are only for fr:bbles like you. 

Give us then our owh muſic, moſt joy f ee d 
To any you bring from abrpad; 

Or if it is longer by coxcombs deferr'd, _ 
You all ſhall be baniſh'd by -=--= 


N. B. This to be ſet to a Scots tune. 
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The H 2 f a Norland Net ; being a. 


Warning to all Jaucy. Shavers both in Town 
and Country. 


- ROM Scotia's north a puppy came, 
Excuſe the place and puppy's name; 
As authors differ ev'ry way 
His name's a ſecret to this day. 
Quite void of ſcience and of arts, 
He wander'd to the ſouthern parts; 
T' avoid ſtarvation in the north, 
He took a boat and croſs'd the Perth, 5 
And ſoon in Ed'nburgh did arrive, 
Where ſhaving trade he long did drive. 
The want of learning and of ſenſe 
He ſoon ſupply'd wich impudence, 
And ev'ry day that he aroſe CE 
Mn ſev'ral * the noſe, . 
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he (38) 

On ſooty beards his razor ran, 

Till he became an expert man; 

Nor do you think I tell a jeſt, 

A carrot then he thought a feaſt, 

Bedaub'd with flour, pometum, greaſe, 

He'd carry wigs to whom you pleaſe. 

Authors aledge too, by the bye, 

He told his patients many a lie; 

Nor for detection was afraid, 

As lies were part of barber-trade. 
This ſhaver ſmart as Albumazor, 
Whoſe wit was gleg as any razor, 
Both pleas'd his maſter and the town, 

And ſoon became of great renown. 

His fame did reach a noble peer, 

Whom long he ſerv'd with love and fear; 

Till ſaffocate with elevation, 

He quite forgot his former ſtation; 
Deſpis'd his fellows, and diſdain'd 
To eat what nobles entertain'd. | 
Satan with pleaſure view'd the youth 

Brim-full of pride, and void of truth: 
Quotl. Belzebub, the grand deceiver, 
Id quickly ſnatch this ſaucy ſhaver ; 
But hell already is ſo cramm'd, 

Such multitudes of barbers damn'd, 

I have of them now fo great ſtore, 

I can't find blocks for any more, 
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Epitaph on a gende. 


F ERE lies interr'd beneath this ſod, 
A thriftleſs youth who ſwore by (3--- : 
He all his life-time whor'd and dram'd, 


Got . then dy d, and fo was 4—4. 
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Epitaph on a Meal-monger. 


| Or. Gripus lies beneath this ſod, _ 
Hated by man, and d----d by 6— 
The needy's Girls he often got, | 
Which ſent him to Beelzebub's pot. 
Amongſt the devils now he's cramm' d, 


And like a villain doubly d----d. 
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Tue Buller to the Ladies W omen. 
T. pinners, read your ditty here, 


Your riſe and progreſs . 
My ſong, perhaps, won't pleaſe your ear, 
Tho! every word is true. 5 
To Hudibras Þ1l not aſpire, 

Tho' butler is my due; 
His wit tranſcends poetic fire, 

.. 6 ſcorns the critic too. . 
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4 40 By 
My firſt eſſay, in ankle ſtrain, 

I dedicate to pride; 

. And likewiſe to the aping train 

Of Tail-pinners beſide. 
My ſtation as a butler long, 

in many different place, 

Has furniſh'd matter for my 2 
And Tail-pinners diſgrace. 

Pride without ballaſt cannot ſail, 
Nor poverty lay claim 
To dreſs ſuperb, but ſurely fail, 

And make ridic'lous game. 
Then why ſhould ladies maids pretend 
To be madams high? 

Who, out of place, muſt make this end, 
In garrets ſtarve and die. 
Let Ed nburgh town this truth atteſt, 
Where ſwarm theſe wretched creatures, 
Quite miſerable by all confeſt, 
Their pride out-lives their features. 
In days of yore, with high diſdain, 
A tradeſman they would light ; ; 

The other ſervants view'd with pain, 
And thought their pride was right. 
To catch Maſs John i in wedlock's net, 

Or ſome young pedagogue, 
They oft have try'd, and took tbe pet 

When gichted by the rogue. 
The coachman, footman, or the groom, 

To touch them was thought rude, 
Tho' with green- ſickneſs they did gloom, 
And long'd for fleſh and blood. 

But what man in his wits would wed 

An empty idle thing, ; 


„„ 8 2] 
Who only to pin tails was bred, 
And bring my lady's ring ? 
Whoſe dreſs her lady caſt laſt day, 
Being aſham'd to ſee 
Pride and begg'ry make its way 
lo ſuch a great degree: 
Which when the fooliſh girl put on, | 
She vainly would appear, 
Forſooth, æ match for ſome great Don, 
Or oaſs for pulpit cheer. 
Wo. to the man, whoe'er he be, 
That weds a lady's maid; 
He matches pride and poverty, 
_ His joys in duſt are laid. 
The cook, the dairy, chamber-maid, 
Have merit on their ſide, 
To match with'them, be not afraid, 
For they your houſe can guide. 
Be then advis'd, ye youngſters all, 
By this a butler $ long; . 
The kitchen's better than the bay 
The maids to chuſe among, 
The Tail-pinners, in duty N 
Muſt pleaſe a gentleman, 
A chaſte one ſcarcely to be found 
From Beerſpeba to Dan : 
Nor are they good for aught in liſe, 
Save only the old trade; 
And as ſoon as they are your wife, 
A cuckold you are made, 


E 5 


The 
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rx irc ri. r f .rar rr 
The Ladies We omens Anſwer to the Butler. - 


HAT makes the Butler thus complain | 8 
; What makes him write in ſuch a ſtrain? | 
Hath diſappointment ſwell'd your ſpleen, 
Or glance unkind from Betty's een? 
| That thus in print you cant and rail, 
Abuſing all who pin the faιiçtt. 
If one your love ſhould diſregard, 
Yet all the tribe you might have * dz 
And not with dire reſentment Bl, ::.-- 
Like poet mad, upon us all. 
I“ abuſe the whole for faults of few, Y 
Or not to give Old Nick his due; 
Is both unhandſome and uncivil, 
Enough to vex a faint or devil. 
Fett why ſhould rancour fill our breaſt, 
Where innocence doth ever reft? 
Or ſeat of love diſturbed be 
By fool or mad-man's reverie ? 
But like the fox or bunch of grapes, 
At which he made a hundred leaps, 
Till finding them without his reach. 
He very wiſely thus did preach : 
Hang them, ſaid he, they're curſed four, 
I would not, though I could, devour : 
| So, by the butler's ſcurrile theme, 
I gueſs he's playing Reynard's game: 
Deſpiſing thoſe, with ſkilful art, 
Whom he would ſnap with all his heart. 


Oeconomy 


(43). 
 Oeconomy we never yield 
To any ſervant in the field; 
Nor other maids at all we blame, 
When capable they're of the ſame. 
So huſh, good Sir, and be afraid 
Thus to lampoon a lady's maid. 
hut here another charge comes on, | 
Our pride aſſumes to wed Maſs John N 
I don't deny, we're oft a match 
For thoſe who keep the holy watch 
T' advance a lie, I always ſcorn, 
For many a graceleſs child we've born 
Unto the paſtors of this iſle, 
Whoſe ſtrange grimace and canting Rile 
Diſguſts the bairn-time, and the race 
Of holy men brings to diſgrace: 
Which makes us now the prieſthood ſhun, ” 
| Leſt all our offſpring be undone 
Buy their auſtere and dread command, 
And turn the by-word of our land- 
Beſide, they lead inactive lives 
W hich makes them overſpread their wives, ET 
And (bluſhing* I muſt tell to you) | 
Give more benevolence than 156. Mo 
But tradeſmen good we much approve, 
Tis only mechanicks we love, WP 
We ne'er refuſe their kind addreſs ; 1 
But welcome them, their love careſs. 5 
With induſtry we bleſs their lives, 
And are to them obedient wives. 
Too humble ſtations we'll comply, 
And ſhew the world that butlers lie. 
We honeſt tradeſmen never ſcorn, 
Nor ever put them to the horn, 
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Asi ivy round the oak, we'll twine, 1 
We'll claſp them in our arms ſupine, } 
And be to. them a fruitful vine. 

So, Mr. Butler, ſtop your note, 

You've got the whiltle of your groat ; 

Go draw your corks, and be at caſe, 

And ladies maids dare to diſpleaſe. : 

Your pantry. mind, and keep your place, 

By this you'll ſuffer no difgrace, 

Whoce'er with women interferes 

Pulls an old houſe around his ears. 


25 SUSAN SLYTOUCH. 
FFF 
| gain low Danci ng-Schools, 


| Train up a ; Child in the Way be Dould 2% e. 


i Tr AT dancing &er ſhould be a trade, 
And vagrants ep re gain their bread ; 

Or that mere fops, by jigs and reels, 
Should make eftates 1 nimble Reels; 5 

While not one grain X wit or ſenſe 

They to their ſcholars can diſpenſe ; 

Is matter of aſtoniſhment, . 

And view'd with utmoſt diſcontent 1 
So, reader, liſten to my muſe, | 

I mean to cure this groſs abuſe, _ 

Good-breeding, early, approve, 

And that both ſexes graceful move: 
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Jo drop a curt'ſey, make a bow, 
Is fomewhat neceſſary too; 

But let kind nature do her work 

With either Chriſtian, Jew, or Turk, 
] will de bound they far outſtrip 

Thoſe who by ſcience aukward ſkip. 
Obſerve the native Highlandman, 

By nature taught, how well he can, 
With air genteel and breeding fine, 
Beyond all ſchool-bred dancers ſhine ; 

His lively caper without ſchool, 
Beats all who move by art or rule; 
And his addreſs does better pleaſe, - 
Becauſe it comes with grace and eaſe. 

Yet after all, if you perſiſt 

My honeſt counſel to reſiſt; 
TI pray that youth of every ſtation 
May go to ſchools of reputation; 
But as your childrens good you tender 
(Either male or female gender) on 
My ſentiments I do impart, | 0 
Ass you'd avoid a broken heart, 

Beware of low profeſſors art; 

Or elſe your error you may ſee, 
When it cannot recover'd be. 

You here may aſk the reaſon why _ 
*Gainſt dancing-ſchools I thus inveigh ; 
Allow me then, I'II plainly tell, 
Tho hw ones nurſ'ries are for hell; 

As by the following truths appear, 
Which very lately happen'd here. 
A lovely youth, to virtue bred, 
To Ed'nhurgh ſent to get a trade; ty 
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That, by induſtry, he might learn 
In future life his bread to earn ; 
Fatal for. him, was drawn away 
(With lateſt breath he curſt the day) 
To one of theſe low dancing ſchools, 

Amongſt a pack of idle fools; _ 

Where the profeſſor of the art, 7 
With dreſs and capers charm' d his „ hears, 
And, as the youth was proper tool, 
| He ſoon decoy'd him to his ſchool. 

Th' unthinking lad, thus made his prize, 
All friendly counſel did defpife; _ 
He curs'd his maſter and his trade, 

And day and night away was led; 

With company debauch'd and nate. x. 
And danc'd with rogues'and harlots. lewd. 
His money waſted in ſhort fpace 

Amongſt the worthleſs temale race. 

And to ſupport extravagance, | 
Dreſs, drink, and whore, and eke the ance, 

He practis' d many a wicked trick, 

And e en at laſt began to pick; 
Till, in the end, it was his hap 
To catch a ſad a and mortal clap z 
No medicine his life could fave, 

He lothſome dropt into his grave, 
But oh! when near the gates of death, 
He cried aloud, with parting breath, 
This dancing ſchool had been the cauſe | 
Of his tranſgrefling virtue's laws ; 
Begging both ſexes to beware, 
And to avoid this fatal ſnare. 

His parents pardon he did crave, _ 

"And pray d chat God his ſoul ul might ſave ; 5. 
7 Then, 
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Then, midſt the tears of all around, 
He dy'd a penitent profound. 
Who can his parnets ſorrow paint, 
Altho' 'tis hop'd he dy'd a ſaint: 
Their aged hearts with grief did Feed, 
They ſoon were number d mongſt the dend. 
Say, after this, am I to blame 
Thus to expoſe low. dancers game? 25 
Nay, ſurely you'll be of opinion, 
That magiſtrates, WhO have dominien, | 
Should uſe their pow'r to rid the town 
Ol dancers void of good renown; 
And as we are at odds with France, 
Send them to learn the warlike dance. 
The manly doctrine of defence 


Is well worth young mens time and pence. 


Le Britiſb youths, to that repair, 
And learn the warlike fcience there. 
Be taught with ſkill the ſword to wield, 
And ornament you for the held: _ 
But baniſh dancing from our arts, © 
To France and other ſouthern parts. poop: of 
Let Britain's ſons be herocs all, ER 
And Ed dancer be A Gai, 


ROOKIE: KOs ORR 


7 the p ye-baxters. | 


P, BAXTERSs all, come hear my theme 
< I ſing a truth, conceal a name: 

From truth my ſong ſhall never vary, 8 
2 1 Was e 5 ſees Fwy ; 


e 
And i in that poſt,” I tell no fiction, 
I wrote damn'd lies from Taylor's dition, --.. 
Stung with remorſe, I ſcorn'd his gold; 
Refus'd my country to -blindfold. 
The quack, enrag'd with much vexation, 
Knew well the fate of his oration, 
Which he averr'd was made at Rome, 
Tho! forg'd by him and me at home. 
A luſcious piece of ſcand'Jons praiſe 
Among the mob his fame to raiſe. 
But let the quack diſſect the eye, 
And blindfold all who do app 
Let him impoſe on blind folks purſes, 
And cut their eyes, and get their curſes ; 
Boaſt loud of cures perform'd abroad, ; 
And call himſelf = Demi-gad:s 
Our faculty of ſkill'd i 
Think him unworthy of a licence ; 
And by them all *tis underſtood 4 
He does more harm than he does good. 
Niere ſtop my muſe; a Pye comes next, 
IT had almoſt forgot my text. 
King Pharaoh's baker ſtiff was rita, 
For baking pyes far better fill'd: 
Th' Egyptian bakers after him 
Did cram their pyes from ſole to brim; ; 
Ward by this baker's dreadful fate, 
They firſt got ſcales and weigh'd their meat; 
Then Jacob s ſons for many a : day 
Did eat good pyes, as authors ſay : 
t in our country, far remote, 
Th' example's read, but quite for got: 
Nor lectures from the pulpit can, 
5 80 well as ropes reform A man. 


Our 
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Our Cowgate Council paunches eat; 
In them they ſee there is no cheat : 
But fill your paſte, increaſe the ſize, 
'They' 1 leave the hae and takes 888 
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To the Coal- Fe An the Ration Ul 
Coals about Edinburgh. 


FJ AL, kindly warmth, and' joyful i; o 
Welcome Fhcebus genial ray: 


To nipping froſts we bid adieu, 
And coalmens rogueries not a few, a 

Nou ſummer ſmiles: o'er hill and dale, 
And fragrance flows from ev'ry vale : 

All nature chearful glads the heart 

Of thoſe who ſuffer'd winter's ſmart. 
The buſy bee at large now roves, 
And ſips the ſweet from flow'ry croves ; 
*Gainit winter to preſerve their lives. 
By inſtinct taught, they ſtore their Hives, 
A leflon to cankind they read, | | 
10 buy their coals before they need. 
'Tis coals I ſing, black is the theme! 
And 'twill redound to coalmens ſhame. 
| Coal-ſtorers liſten, to my muſe, * 
And porters too, pray don't refuſe 
To read my lays, and them apply, 
To do, as you would be done by.“? 
This golden rule, quite ſhort and plain, 

Gives neither mind, nor mem'ry pain: 5 


FV 
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By this, if men wonld ſquare their lives, 
(Nor do I here ſeclude their wives) 
All would be well, and man would be 
An emblem of divinity. 

But ſordid wretches, who attain 
Io riches by oppreſſive gain, 
Are to their country round a curſe, 
And ought to hang like a cut-purſe. 

Coal Johnie, void of al] remorſe, 
But differs little from his horſe : 

Yet ſrill'd in every art to cheat, 
Can mag the coals with nice deceit. 
His honeſt pownie t'other day 

Did bluſh to bear the load away: 
And, in horſe language, plainly ſaid, 
His maſter drove a knaviſh trade. 

But 7:hnze urg'd in his defence, 
That winter was the time for pence; 
While citizens did ſtarve with cold, 

And coals muſt have for any gold. 

The honeſt beaſt did make reply, 1 
And ſaid, Dear John, the poor muſt buy 
At rates exorbicantly near, 
More than their incomes well can ſpare, 
While at the hill you pay no more 

Than uſual in the days of yore. 

To conſcience pownie did appeal: 
But John enraged at this tale, 

Dis laſh the beaſt with whip in hand, 

And then enjoin'd this {ſtrict command : 
If evermoie I hear you tell 

How coals are bought, and how they fall, 

O'er yonder-glen I'll break your neck: 

It {ets FM ill me to direct, 
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Gr talk of conſcience to coal John, 

Within whoſe breaſt there ne'er was one, 

Tho! dear I fold laſt day in town, 

Yet a foreſtaller won a crown 

Upon a cart, and porters wait 

Each d day for us at Bri/fo gate: 

To cheat the city is their gain, 

And yet they're called honeſt men. | 
But magiſtrates, ---- woe worth the chance! 

Of our ſnug trade takes cognizance; 

Reviews the weights o'er all the town, 

And has detected many a lown, 

Whoſe hundred weights were made of ſtone, 
And juſt ones ſcarcely there was none. 
Then ſpoke the horſe in humble tone, 
With great ſubmiſſion, unto 7%, 
And ſaid, Dear Sir, I'm always willing 

To trudge the road for t'other ſhilling ; 
Nor will I ever more preſume _ 
To give advice unto my groom : 
Yet after I am dead and gone, 
There will be news of you, coal Fobn, 


From villainy you'll never ſtop, 


Till you are choaked in a rope. 
And if retailers pet thoir due, 


The knaviſh ones ſhould hang with you, 
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WIEN haughty France to honour blind 


In war did undertake, 
Fair Alhion's Sons with chains to bind: 
And daughters captives make. 


On Ar. R — W———s Marriage with 


From never-conquer'd Caledon, 
Where bold invaders lie, 
Saxens and Danes, both fire and ſon, 
Who date their liberty. 5 


A Youth, to arms and virtue bred, 
Ruſh'd forth in hoſtile war; 
Where Mars with laurels crown'd his head 
i mae fields afar. 


Then wreath'd with conqueſt ind. renown, 

Peace ſheath'd the fatal ſword, 
When haughty Gauls were forc'd to own : 

Great GEORGE our King, their Lord. 


With lory, 3 W el join . 
He reach'd the Britiſh ſhore, 
And left the ſavage lands behind, 


Where cannons won't to roar. 


Upon the pleaſant banks of Thames, 
He ſpy'd a virgin fair, 5 
33 1 The 
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The lovelieſt of the lovely dames, 
A nymph without compare. 


Her looks were ſweet as bluſh of May, 
The graces round her twine ; 

Her eyes, more bright than Phoebus ray, 

Expreſsed her foul divine. 


The ſwain his Aame did ſoon reveal, 
In terms of manly truth ; 

Her love the nymph did not conceal, 
Who could refuſe the youth? 


Then Hymen bid, the nuptial kiſs, 
| For Heav'n their ſouls had join'd ; 
And to complete their future bliſs, 
| The virtues all combin'd. 


Hail wedded love! Hail happy pair! 
May heav'n your days prolong ; 
From ev'ry ul defend the fair, 
Þ he youth from ev'ry WIODg. 


May fixed rocks fori: hs their place, 
The lofty mountains move, 
To ebb and flow, let ocean ceaſe. 
Before you ceaſe to love. 
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On two Youno Lapirs Sifters, 


IN praiſe of Poll and lovely Bell. 
Ve Muſes Nine conſpire, 


To let me quaff Parnaſſus well, 
And fee] poetic fire. 


Sure, goodneſs, virtue, beauty, wit, 
Adorns each charming maid; 
Apollo then, the lyre come 885 
Ye gods fly to my aid. 


What theme ſo ſweet, religion tell. 
As modeſty divine? 


The graces that ſhine forth i in Bell 
Thrice happy Poll, are thine. 


5 Their minds replete with leſſons pure, 
5 By a maternal care; 
Examples too, do rivet ſure. 


Her precepts debonair. 


Their minutes ſweet, induſtry claims, 
Sloth hated flies away 


1 future annals, tell their names, 
When virtue's in decay. 


Becoming pride, reſerve polite, 
Shield and protect their breaſt ; 
None but the youth, with honour freight, 
Can by them be careſt. 
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Hence rude aſſailant, virtue's foe, 
Where modeſty abounds : 

Ye agents of the fair ſex woe, 
Touch not theſe ſacred grounds. 


Ye beauteous fair, who Britain grace, 
"This wholeſome counſel take, 
Efteem the manly chaſte embrace, 


Deſpiſe the ſordid rake, 


er er irc rb cn cr r a * 


An Excer pt from Janus. A Character. 


ONE day, at tea, in Ednburgh town. 
| With ladies fat a rev'rend clown, 
And being on a merry pin, 

They plucked Janus wig behind. 

One threw it into t'other's lap, 

And round the table made it pap, 

FEE 216 indulg'd them in this game, 
Till he begun to feel a flame: 

His carnal member ſtood erect, 

Nor did the ladies ought ſuſpect: 

One hid the wig beneath her chair, 

And Janus run to ſearch it there; 

But by miſtake, I do ſuppoſe, _ 

He thruſt his hand below her cloaths; 

Then cry'd aloud, the wig is there, 

For, madam, I feel human hair: 

The lady ſqueak'd like any pig, 

Let go my C----, and there's your wig. 

The other ladies quickly fled ; 


Then Jon flung her on the bed. —— 5 
Ln „ "uſe | 
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Excuſe me further to relate 
TW manner how they copulate : 

A ſtory oft I've heard of old, 72 
That naked truths ſhould not be told, 
Nor poets modeſt ears affront, 

With ſinging ftories of a C----; 
So ſtop my muſe, or ſuffer blame, 

For giving carnal things a name; 

And next relate a wicked N0y, 
The downright trnth, no allegory. ---- 
The pregnant laſs began to ſwell, 
Which did not pleaſe his reverence well ; 
Nor could he by profoundeſt thinking, 
Preſerve his character from ſinking. 
Alas! faid he, I'm fleſh and blood, 

Or ſure my member ne'er had ſtood. 
Woes me | he cry'd, I envy thoſe, 
Who ramble till they loſe their noſe, 
While, I who love the trade as well, 

My inclinations muſt conceal, 
O! happy he, who like a bull, 
Can humour nature when he will; 
While I, a poor affected faint, 
Dare ſcarcely look at what I want: 
And yet, as their s, my inclination 

Is ſtrongly bent on copulation. 
Curs'd be the day I quit the * pen, 

Such ſcandal could not hurt me then : 
Then! then I often play'd at hunts-up,  _ 
And turn'd the buxom laſſes C----s up. 
The fin I don't at all regard. 
If my e were ſpar'd; 


: * | Jaxvs was « bred 6 to the Law in Edinburgh; LE e 8. to 


his * dation, ſtudied Di ad Otergy e 
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1 ev'ry night cou'd do the ſame, _ 
For much I love the pleaſant game. 


Woes me! he cry'd, with heavy cheer, 


F'll loſe my licence now I fear. 
But now a thought runs in my head, 
That I'll blame x for the 48541 


He is my friend, and reverend brother, 


And love's the game as well's another; 5 


His rev'rence too muſt have a jot, 
Above the fetus J gave got. ---- 
The thought 1s great, ----1 ſhall deny 
And bake up //----r in the pye; 
His intereſt with the brethren great, 
May ſerve to ſlur the foul debate. 
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The Cock Sparrow! and Gooſe. 


oy Gluck there was in a \ large en 


For beauty fam'd, a buxom loon. 


Near which a Sparrow had his hole, 

A ſech'rous bird upon my ſoul; 

He knew the Gooſe was often tread, 
By Ganders large, tho' ſhe was wed, 
Andſthat her luſt was of ſuch ſort, 

She'd welcome ev'ry bird of ſport; 

This fierce Cock-ſparrow left his neſt, 

To tread the Gooſe among the reſt : 
He hung his wings around her tail, 


5 On Which the Gooſe did low her fail 


4 Fable, | 
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He b bill'd about, ak 4 has Sb e 2 

And thus ſhe gabbled forth her terms: 
= Go rob thy neſt, my little Cock, 

| And bring to me thy feather'd Back; 


A Then in wy egg-bed, thou may fray, | 


0 And drench in luſt both night and day. 5 


5 Thy parts unequal form'd for mine, 


As a tauft-box to brewer's nine; 

Or as a trout in a mill-dam, = 

« ] altogether in will cram;  _ 

Ihen luſtily, I'll ſhake my tail, 
Till all thy Sparrow-ſpirits fail, fm 
Ihe Cock agreed, then rais'd his creſt, 

And philip'd round the Gander's neſt ; 
He perch'd into her luſty hole, 
To ſee him top the Gooſe was droll, 

Like weather-cock above a church, WP 
Or a ſmall bell o'er a large porch; 
Sure ſuch a ſight was never feen, 
wy GOD Oy our mg and Queen ! 
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A E L in the W R O NG. 5 
Tine 5 He ran and they r ran awa” Mai 


Dis E 100 did fly From Belzebub? 5 eye, 
On itateſmen it firſt laid its paw man; 

The devil ſmote Pit and the Temple with it, 

Ihe infection ſoon overſpread a' man. 
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Then grazing began, from Beer ſheba to Dan, 
Prime miniſters faſt ran awa' man, 


Miles and Churchill did ſcold like fiſh-wives of old, 


And the devil laid hold of them a man. 


Next to Britain's fair North, i in a town EE the Forth, 
Where there is baith Goſpel and Law man, 


The plague it broke out, and made a damn'd rout, 


No doctor could Cure it at a' man. 


4. The firſt thing it ſmote, was 2 b; y a.vote, 


Which threaten'd great havock to a' man; 


When his laurels they fell, the imps gave a yell, 


His devilſhip loudly did craw man. 


Two conveeners alake But one chain for a neck, 
Such confuſion did on our trades fa' man; 


5 The men are quite good, both Lindſay and Mood, 


Tx: ho' we have no occaſion for twa” man. 


5 The Free Mators too, let fans be their due; | 


Have more deacons than one to their fa' man; 


Tho” the plumber of lead, may ſerve them indeed, 


— He” il take no bribe multure at a' man. 


©) 28 juſt and ſincere, eie a ev” ry hoe; 'D 
Of Patty I'll ſay nought at a' man, 


; weſt F{hould ti ranſereſs, by making him leſs, 


Which i 15 not my intention at a' man, 
ON 


May plenty and peace "Riding increaſe,” . : 


And malecontents all ſtand in awe man 3 


May trade flouriſh here, and buildings appear, | 


Baith regular, uſeful and braw man, 
Here's 


Here' s ahealth to my Land, may his council accord, 
And factions baſe tools get a fa' man, 


A/ Wortes of renown, his labours ſtill crown, 
And Parſons preach peace to us a man. 


* — 


To they're humbled to duſt, cauſe Dry/dale the ju : 


Conſulted them not with his Ca' man; 
Yet the magiſtrates here, the patr onage bear, 
And beggarz muft not chuſe at. a man. 


Let the devil g0 Rande for why ſhould he roam 


- Ina climate that's baith cauld and raw man; 
He was deſtin'd at firſt, to be laſtingly curſt, 
Not here to | pay? at the 2. ba' man. 


But if he wont t ſteer, let our r clergy appear, 
That can raiſe him, and lay him an' a* man; 


1 troops will ſurround, and drive below ground, 


Old Lucifer blamed for a”: man. 
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 Claudero s Farewell to the Muſes and Aulds 5 
Keikie. 


Pag ale, us 4 to inſpire 

The Britiſb bards with poets fire, 
By taxes now reduc'd ſo weak, 
Can hardly prompt my muſe to ſqueak : 
Do CLAUD at laſt hath wiſely choſe 
Io drop his verſe for humble proſe : 
No more he'll foibles ſtigmatize, 
| Rogue, whore or madmen fatirize. 

To mad 'Fack too he bids adieu: 
"His frolicks now ke may purſue; 
Brandiſh his cudgel, ſhake his chain, 
And fill the town "with dread domain; : 
No more CLAUDERO will gainſay: 
He fafcly now may act his play; 
Reſume his wonted courſe of life, 
Fo vex his children and his wife; 5 . 
From ſatire free, the wicked loun _ = 
May play his old game thro' the town: N 
Debauching, corping, beating down. 

To ſhun the fate of Pennicuih, | 
Who ſtarving died in turnpike-nuik, 
(Tho! ſweet he ſung with wit and ſenſe, 
He, like poor CLaup, was ſhort of pence) 
I'll change my manner with the clime, 
And never more be heard to rhime. = 

For paſtime oft'ner than for pclf. ; 
1 ve Cra: nbo d Jokes. and hurt myſelf, 


G Aud, 
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And, for diverſion to the mob, 
Il jodg d ſix weeks with Captain Rob, 
M hoſe uſage good forbids me fear : 
To be his gueſt all round the year ; 
For while the ſtormy winds did blow, 
Accompany'd with hail and ſnow, 
I anchor'd ſnugly in his ark, 
Where dunning creditors ne'er bark ; 
There pity'd men by ſea and land, 
Expos'd to ſtorms and dang'rous fand, 
And thought myſelf more happy far 
Than thoſe engag'd in German war. 
But hail to Armſtrong and ta Hay, 
Who kindneſs to me did diſplay, 
And did ſuſpend the ſentence odd, 
For which I'm ever at their nod: 
Strong may their arms for ever be, 
= bind madmen, ſet pris'ners rec: e 
Unto my lateſt breath and day | Et; 
| My grateful thanks to them I'll pay. | | 
But here theſe thanks I might have ſpar'd, 
For virtue hath its own reward. 
Hail, glorious Juſtice ! hail, O . 
May — 'r with good men always lodge, 
And may madmen of each degree 
Grow wiſer, Tam, than thee or me. 
No more town fool, no more, I ſwear, 
Il write to grate a ae w S ear; 
No more the Jaugh J will afford, 
1 nat does not clothe my back and board. 
Let puny ſcriblers fill my place, 
But ſink their rhyme in deep diſgrace, 
With fun'ral dirge on the deceaſt, 
5 Void or of Srammrr, verſc or raſte; ; 


The 
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Diſtinguiſh well CLAupERO s muſe, 
And inen this groſs abuſe, 


Thus . - my muſe, and off ſhe fle: 
And bade Hud Relkie Jong Adicu. 
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The printer does not mend the matter, 


Becauſe, poor man, he knows no Vetter, 
Bus ſends his hawkers out aloud 


Deceives the town, and ſwears *tis Ciar v. 
Let candid critics me excuſe, : 


For ever thrive, illuſtrious town! 
An 0 8 Scotia's kingdom all around! 
May pcace and freedom always grace, 
And ple nty bleſs the Scottiſh race. 
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